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But washing over a pail of cold water in winter is
not the hardship it may seem. Let the reader
try it, not in the bathroom but outside the kitchen
door. He will find it unrivalled for dispelling "those
blues5'. Meantime the girls were making the beds,
scouring the bedrooms, and minding the babies.

We were luckier than most families in the same
station of life by reason of our grandfather being
able to send us away to the country for a fortnight
in the summer. We used to go to Wincanton, in
Somersetshire, and father always went with us.
The, whole family of us, with luggage, prams, and
the usual personal impedimenta, would drive up
to Waterloo station on an open timber truck, father
taking the reins. How proud he was of his driving!
You would think he was Lord Rothschild driving
his team of zebras to the office in St. Swithin's Lane.

Pride is not one of father's failings, and few can
feel less personal satisfaction than he does over
political or social achievement. But as a driver
of horses he was unbearably conceited. Whatever
old nag he drove, his talk and bearing were those
of the driver of a thoroughbred. It was a sight
to see him gather up the reins and crack the whip
as we started on our summer holiday. For us
the thrill was almost unbearable; we never knew
for certain that one of us, perhaps more serious,
one of the boxes, might not fall off with the first
jerk of the horse on the traces. Father's exultation
would last all the way to Waterloo Station. With
us, however, the initial excitement would wear off